



The Tragedy of Othello 

Enter I ago. 

Caf Welcome lago, we mull to the watch. 

Ug. Not this houre Leiirenant, tis not yettcnaelock: ourGe. 
ncrall call vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemona,vtho let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton the night with herj 
and (he is fport for / one. 

Caf. SheisamoftexquifiteLady. 

Jag. And I le warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeed (he is a moft freth and delicate creature. 

Jag What an eye (lie has ? 

Me thinkes it founds a parly of pronocation. 

Caf An inuitiug eye, and yet me thinkes right modeft. 
lag. And when (he fpeakcs,tis an alarme to lone. 

Caf She is indeed perfedion. 

lag. Well, bappineffe to their (heetes come Lejutenant,I 

haue a Hope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lanes, that would faine haue a meafure to the healch of the blacks 
Othello . 

Caf. ; Not tonight, good Ugo) I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking : I could well wifh GoUrtefie would inuent fome 
other cuftomeof entertaiuemenr. 

tag* Othey are our friends, — but one cup 2 lie drinke for you, 
Caf I hadiunkc but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua* 
lified to, and behold what mnouation ic makes here: I am vnfor* 
tunare in the infirmity, and dare not rasi-.e my weakendfc with any 

lag . What man, tis a night of Reuells,the Gallants defire it. 
Caf Where are they ? 

Jag. Here at the dore,I pray you call them in. 

Caf Ilcdo’r, but it difhkes me. Exit. 

Jag. If I can fallen but one cup vpon him, 

With that which he hath drunke to night already 

Hee’l be as full of quarrel! and offence, ^ 

As my young mifiri-s dog: — Noy niw licke foole Rodcrigo, 
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thcMMS.dore of Venice. 



( Whom loue has turn’d aimoftche wrong fide outward. 
To De fltmon a, bath to night carouft 
Potations pottle deepe,ahd bei/ste w itch : 

Three tads of Cyprus* noble fwelling Ipirits, 


V 

(That hold their hohouir ,in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle,) 

Haue I to night fluff red with flowing cops. 

And the watch too : aow mongft this flock of drunkards, 
lamtoputour^/iiainfomeaaion, c • .• 

That may offend the ifle $ Enter Montanio,CaflIo c 
But fiere they come : and others. 

If confequencedoe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate faijes freely, both with wind and ftreame. 

C a f Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one, not pall a pint, 

As I am a Soldier, . 
lag. Some wine Hoe : 

And let me t he Cannikin clinke, clinke, 

And let me the Cannikin clinke, clinke : 

A Souldier's a man , a life’s but a Jj>an, ' 

Why then let a Souldier drinke. — Some wine boy eS. 

Caf Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag. I learn’d it in England , where indeed they are moft potent in 
potting : your Dane , your G ermane, and your fwag-bellied H«tlan~ 
der, (drinke ho,) are nothing to your Englijh . 

Caf I s your English man fo exquifite in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinke s you with facillity.your Dane dcaddrunke : 
he fweates not to ouerthrow your Altnaine-, he giues your Hollander 
a votBit,ere the next pottle can be fild. 

Caf To the health of our Generali. 

Mon. I am for ic Leiutenant,and I will doe you iuftice. 
lag. O fweet England, — 

King Stephen Was and a Worthy Peere , 

His breeches coft htm but a croWne, 

H e held 'em (ixpence all to deere. 

With that hecaldthe Taylor lowne. 

He Was a Wight of high renoWne, 
osi nd then an but of low degree , 

T is pride that puls the Countrey doWne, 

T hentake thine auld cl of about thee . — Some wine ho. 

Caf. Why, this is a more exquifite fong then the other.- 
T a i‘ Will you hcat’t agen ? 
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